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Original Poetry. 



[Nov. 



of voice, " I have nothing more to 
offer than what General Washing- 
ton would have had to offer, had he 
been taken by the British, and' put 
to trial by them. I have adven- 
tured my life in endeavouring to ob. 
tain the liberty of my countrymen, 
and am a willing sacrifice in their 
cause ; and I beg, as a favour, that 
I mav be immediately led to execu- 
tion. I know you have pre-deter- 
mined to shed my blood, why then 
all this mockery of a trial i" 

What could a Roman have said 
more under the same circumstances? 

THE GENEROUS EXPATRIATED IRISH- 
MAN. 

An American merchant was in 
the early part of his life, at the Ha- 
vannah, wliere he had considerable 
business to transact; but being ig- 
norant of the Spanish language, an 
Irish Roman Catholic priest kindly 
lent him his assistance on various 
occasions ; and so effectually, that 
the priest was the means of his ac- 
quiring a large property during a 
short stay there.' At the time of 
parting with this friendly priest, he 
presented him with a purse of one 
thousand dollars, as a small com- 
pensation for the assistance he had 
received ; but the truly Catholic 
priest declared, he would not accept 
of any compensation of this sort. 
*' Ail 1 ask of you in return for any 
service I may have rendered you, is, 
that if at any future period you may 



happen to meet a countryman of 
mine, in need of assistance, you 
would do to him as I have done to 
you." This affords one, amongst 
many proofs, that the truly Chris- 
tian spirit is not confined to any 
profession of religion. 

Sutcliff's Travels in America. 

THE HONEST ADVOCATE. 

Saint Amour " dared to be singu- 
larly good ;" of a genius ardent and 
inflexible ; never silent, when only 
the undaunted would speak ; never 
slow, when only the zealous would 
act ; a republican when he address- 
ed his Sovereign ; a monarchist when 
he admonished the people ; a patriot 
ever !— . 

In pleading a cause against one, 
who was supported by the secret in- 
fluence of the Jesuits, he beheld 
that influence triumphed over jus- 
tice, and his own eloquence. — Saint 
Amour, in the open court, solemnly 
appealing to Heaven, ana 1 fixing his 
searching eyes on the judges, thus 
addressed them : — " My Lords ! I 
am an unfit advocate in this court ! 
I, who will never plead, but the 
cause of justice, will not submit to 
tell my client that the event is un- 
certain !" So saying, he disrobed 
himself, and placing his gown on the 
bar, which-he was quitting for ever, 
he retired, in the awful silence of the 
court. Few of our present barristers 
would imitate so honourable an ex- 
ample ! 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



MY FAT.iER. 

WHO took me from my Mother's arms, 
And smiling at her soft alarms, 
Show'd me the world, and nature's charms? 
Mr Father. 



Who made me feel and understand 

The wonders of the sea and land, 

And mark, throughout, the Maker's hand? 

Whoclimb'd wi th me the mountain's height, 
And viMtch'd my look of dread delight, 
While glorious rose the orb of light ? 
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Who, from each flower and verdant stalk, 
Gather 'd a honey'd store of talk, 
And filt'd the long delightful walk ? 

Not on an insect would he tread, 
Nor strike the stinging nettle dead — 
Who taught, at once, my heart and head ? 

Who wrote upon that heart, the line* 
Paidia grav'd on virtue's shrine, 
To make the human race— Divine ? 

Who fir'd my breast with Homer's fame, 
And taught the high, heroic theme, 
That, nightly, flash'd upon my dream ? 

Who smil'd at my supreme desire* 
To see " the curling smoke aspire," 
From Ithaca's domestic fire ? 

Who, with Ulysses, saw me roam, 
High ou the raft, amidst the foam, 
His head up-rais d to look for home t 

What made a barren rock so dear •' 
" My Boy — he had a country there !" 
And whc then dropt -A prudent tear f 

Who, now, in pale and placid light 
Of mem'ry, gleams upon my sight, 
Bursting the sepulchre of night } 

Oh ! teach me still thy Christian plan* 
For practice with thy precept ran* 
Nor yet desert me now a man ; 

Still let thy scholar's heart rejoice, 
With charm of thy angelic Voice — 
Still prompt the motive and the choice* 

For yet remains but little space 
Till I shall meet thee, face to face, 
And not (as now) in vain embrace 

My 1'atueR. 



HYMN TO BEAUTY. 

XHEE, Beauty* and thy ever-powerful 

charms, 
How shall my weak, Untuttfr'd accents 

bail ; 
How shall I dare to lift my dazzl'd eye, 
And meet the effulgent brightness of thy 

throne ; 
Parent divine of love, and joy, and grace, 



*" AXiDvltv taxi EvigyiritvJ 

SElrAST MAC. NO. III. 



And all that makes (his earth so wond'rous 
fair i 

Thou art the sister of eternal truth, 

And god-like virtue ; hand in hand ye 
range 

Creation's bounds, indissolubly join'd. 

O'er the wide realms of nature thoii su- 
preme, 

Unrivall'd reign 'st ; from thee proceed the 
charms ' 

That touch all hearts; each breeze that 
flits along 

Ou gentle wing, and robs the odorous 
flowers, 

Bears incense to thy ihrine ; no brook that 
flows 

But sounds thy praise, as soft it steals 
along. 
Thou oloth'st the lovely spring, when 
first she dares 

Fearful to tread in winter's icy train ; 

A veil of gossamer thy light hand throws 

O'er summer's form, and autumn's sun- 
burnt limbs ; 

Ev'n winter's hills of snow, and ice-built 
rocks, 

Receive the power to please, illum'd by 
thee. 

From thee has Flora borrow'd all her tints, 

Her charming perfumes, and her graceful 
form9 ; 

From thee its lovely blush the rose receives, 

And the sweet violet its soft azure hue. 

Thou art the soul of this bright world, 

to thee 
We owe the graces* and the thousand 

charms 
That sweeten life, and give it all it owns 
Of lovely, great, majestic, and sublime. 
Thou guid'st the sculptor's and the paint ei""» 

hand, 
And bid'st the canvass and the marble 

breathe. 
From thee the lyre receives its dulcet 

sounds, 
Entrancing airs, and harmonies divine. 
The stately pile, where fair proportion 

reign'd* 
The pride of Greece, and wonder of the 

world, 
Held all its charms from thee* 'twas thou 

inspired 
The great idea in the master's mind. 
From thee proceed the patriot's glowing 

words, 
His high born thoughts, and deeds that 

tyrants i'earj 
add 



